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blank space thus produced the existing message has been
written. And the handwriting is not that of Hy. Alcott,
though it is quite a competent imitation of it."
" You mean that the letter is a forgery?*' Hanslet
asked.
'* 1 do. I'm sorry to say that I can't give you the text
of the original letter. It is too far gone for any methods
of recovery that 1 know of. But I have been able, by
means which I need not explain, to decipher a word
here and there. In the iirst place, the original letter did
not begin ' Dere Son ' but ' Dere Sir!'
'* There is a reference to a son, though. I managed to
make out three words together which look like ' only son
Chas.' Then a little farther on there's a word which is
unmistakably ' War.' Two or three lines farther down
there is another group, which 1 read as ' a few shil-—'
Finally, the original letter ends * Yrs respek	' Here's
a piece of tracing-paper, the exact size of the letter, on
which 1 have written the words I have managed to
decipher. If you put that over the letter, it shows you
where the words occurred in the original."
Hanslet thanked the expert, and put the letter and the
tracing-paper away in a drawer. It did not seem to him
to have any particular significance. The bleaching out
of the old letter and the writing of the new was obviously
the work of Charles Alcott. Just the sort of dodge a
laboratory assistant would be up to.
Yes, that was it, of course. The motive of the forgery
was apparent from the wording of it. An invalid father,
sorely disappointed that his son could not get home for
Christmas 1 What an irresistible appeal to a soft-hearted
employer. No doubt Charles Alcott had prepared the
forgery, with tears in his eyes and a request for a week's
holiday. Yes, and perhaps his fare to Barnsley and
back. Quite a neat dodge, in its way.
But, as a clue to the whereabouts of the missing

